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Summary:
Andrew does something he probably shouldn't do with his little sister.

Chapter 1: Decay
Chapter Text
"Bye, bye Andrew! I had fun."

"Then I'll see you in a bit…"

-

Blood pooled around Ashley's lifeless body.  A crimson portal announcing her descent into hell where she belonged, pulling her soul deep below where demons lie while leaving the empty corpse behind. A corpse so full of tar and rot that nothing would grow where she died for generations to come.  Blackened grass and salted earth, for she was the angel of death.  Harbinger of an evil he never thought possible.

Fuck, he was being too poetic about this.  Too romantic.

In reality she had bled out from where he had slit her throat and Andrew had spent the last twenty or so minutes sitting beside her watching her die.  Eyes open and mouth agape, the only moments of real tangible fear and regret in her life painted on her face until decay set in.  Could her beauty even be tarnished by such a thing?  Would her outside finally match her inside?

Ashley could have shot him, killed him first, saved herself from the cruel hands of fate.

She wouldn't do that, you idiot.

Instead he killed her, he killed Ashley.  His Ashley. 

All of the rage, fury and hurt collected over twenty years had poisoned his veins and now she was dead.

He didn't plan on staying too much longer.  Taking a drag from his cigarette, he looked to the empty sky.  All at once life lost all colour, vibrancy drained out into a puddle beneath his sister's dead body.  When her heart stilled he ceased to feel anything.  It was about what he expected.

Absently, his fingers entwined with hers.  Her warmth persisted, this still brought comfort for the time being.

As if on autopilot, he pressed her hand to his face, a mockery of the tenderness she would show him when she wasn't such a fucking bitch.  The asshole that ruined any chance he had at living a normal life.  A haunted house of a woman who pulled his strings tighter and tighter until they finally snapped.

His lips pressed a kiss to her palm.

Perhaps, in another universe, there was an Andrew who didn't kill her.  Who could carry on with Ashley on this impossible adventure.

He wasn't that Andrew.

He was the Andrew now looming over his sister's corpse, knees soaked in her blood, hands tangled in her dark matted hair.

He kissed the wound on her neck.  Dragging the clotted blood to her lips.  Finally kissing her and indulging in something so horrible, so grotesque that he had to be losing his mind.  More likely that he was never sane to begin with.  How could he be?

He bit down on her bottom lip, hard.  So hard he could tear it from her face.  The gurgle of escaping air from her body was the only reaction she would ever be able to give beyond this point.  Blood bubbling from her neck as she was jostled around.  The cruel bites continued, her neck littered with dark bruises and teeth marks.  He could consume her, be one corpse.  

He was too much of a pussy to stomach eating her. 

Instead, he would fulfil his darkest dreams.  The dream of touching her, loving her, fucking her.  She would have loved to be alive for this, her entire life tempting him closer would have led to this moment.  It felt poetic to deny her the satisfaction.  For once in his life he would selfishly take from her instead of the other way around.

There was no pageantry to this, no fanfare.

He cut out the crotch of her shorts and underwear with the knife he used to kill her.  Slicing through the cheap denim and slutty lace with ease.  He put his cigarette out on her leg, saving it for later? Who knows.  It made him feel good to treat her this way.  Powerful.  A power he felt robbed of while Ashley was alive.

The empty stare pierced through him, glazed over pink eyes watching him while he pulled his cock out.  Pushing it between her folds and forcing himself inside her.  Easy enough because for some fucked up reason she was wet.  Her last moments of her life aroused her.  Worked for him.

He held her close, like one would hold their dearest lover in a time of intimacy.  His head settled in the nook between her neck and shoulder, fingers tangled in her hair.  

Her body heavy and hard to manage but eventually making it work enough that he could thrust in her without a care in the world.  Her core still warm for him, searing him with the flames of hell.

Andrew wished he could hear her scream for him.  Moan and mewl and cry, scold him for being wildly too rough with her.

But she couldn't.  Ashley was dead. 

Ashley was dead and he was fucking her corpse.  Pounding her harder than he had ever fucked someone before.  Her body jostled like a macabre ragdoll from the force of his hips.

Kissing her again felt right, something he should do.  Tasting the blood that had made it to her mouth despite the hole he carved in her neck, her tongue still warm and soft.  

She stayed warm for him, obviously. 

It didn't take him long, holding her hips, fucking her like a deranged badman; which he sort of was if he was being honest with himself.  Cumming into his dead sister, filling her corpse with the essence of life, felt amazing.  Ramming himself through her body growing stiff, forcing himself where he did not belong, it felt incredible.

He didn't bother pulling himself out when he finished.  All he could manage to do was lay on her and sob into her bloody hair.  The conflict of emotions destroying his psyche.

The gun was easy enough to grab from her pocket. 

Easy enough to press to his head.

Easy enough to pull the trigger.

